
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

SONG OF THE DRUNKEN BUSINESS MAN 

Don't try, little one, to keep hold of me. 

Go home ! There's a place for you by the fire. 
Age is waiting to welcome you, love — 

Go home and sit by the fire. 

Into the naked street I ran, 

Roaring and bellowing like a cow; 
Shaking the walls of the houses down, 

Proclaiming my dream of black desire. 

Eighteen letters in a pigeon-hole, 
Eighteen letters in a pigeon-hole. 

If there's a thing in this world that's good it's guts. 

I'm a blackbird hovering over the land: 
Go on home ! Let me alone. 

Eighteen letters in a pigeon-hole, 
Eighteen letters in a pigeon-hole. 

Do you know, little dove, I admire your lips — 

They're so red. 
What are you doing out in the street? 

Take my arm! Look at me! 
Ah, you be gone. I'm sixty-five years old tonight, 

Now what's the use of beginning again. 
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Song of the Drunken Business Man 

Eighteen letters in a pigeon-hole, 
Eighteen letters in a pigeon-hole. 

Well, I'm tired. I ache. What's the use? 

I can't meet the note. I have a son. 
Let's go home. .It's twelve o'clock. 

I'm going to get that boy into West Point yet. 

Eighteen letters in a pigeon-hole, 
Eighteen letters in a pigeon-hole. 



EVENING SONG 

My song will rest while I rest. I struggle along. I'll get 
back to the corn and the open fields. Don't fret, love, 
I'll come out all right. 

Back of Chicago the open fields. Were you ever there — 
trains coming toward you out of the West — streaks of 
light on the long gray plains? Many a song — aching 
to sing. 

I've got a gray and ragged brother in my breast — that's a 
fact. Back of Chicago the open fields — long trains go 
west too — in the silence. Don't fret, love. I'll come 
out all right. 
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